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turned its pages with a nervous abruptness which
betrayed her imitation of indifference,

The Medea and the Cygnet, and the other ships
I knew which carried those whose fortunes were
some" concern of mine, might have sailed over the
edge of the world. My only communication was
with an occasional familiar name in the reports of
the Shipping List. Then Macandrew came home
again. But it was difficult to meet him. Mrs,
Macandrew told me he was working by his ship,in
dry-dock. They had had trouble with the
engines that voyage., and she herself had seen little
of him, except to find him, when she came down
of a morning, asleep in the drawing-room. Just
flung himself down in the first place, you know.
In those greasy overalls, too. He had told her
the engine-room looked like a scrap-heap, but the
ship had to be ready for sea in ten days. Once he
had worked thirty-two hours on end, Think of
that, and he had not been home for six months.
She would strongly advise any girl not to marry
a man who went to sea, and if I met Macandrew I
was to bring him home at once. Did I hear ?